rough tatterM doacbcs great Vi ces do appears : Robes, 
andFurr d gownes hidealL Place finnes with Gold, and 
the ftrong Lance ©f Iuflice s hurdeffe brcakes : Arme h in 
ragges, a Pigraie* ftraw do's pierce it* None do's offend, 
none,! fay nonc 3 Ileablc em; cake that of me my Friend, 
who banc the power to fealc ufaceufcrs hps* Get thee 
glafle-cyes, and like a fcuruy Politician, feeme to fee the 
things thou doft not. Now>nQVF,nQW s now. Pull off my 
Bootes ; harder, harder, fo m 

Edg* O matter, and impertinency mixt, 
Reafon in MadticfTc* 

Lear. If thou wilt weepe my Fortunes, take my eye$ t 
I know thee well enough, chy name is Glouftcr : 
Thou mull be pariciu ; we came crying hither: 
Thouknowlt, the ftrft time chat wefmell theAyre 
Wc wawl^and cry- I will preach to thee ; Marke* 

Glen* Alacke,alaekethe day* 

Lear. When we are borne, we cry that we are come 
To this great ftage of Fooler. This a good bJockei 
It were a delicate ftratagem. to fhoo 
A Troope of Horfe with Felt : He ptit't in proofe. 
And when I haue ftoht vpon thcic Son jn Lawcs 
Then kill, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill. 

Enter a Gentleman* 

Gent. Ohhcerehc is : lay hand vpon hfm,Sir* 
Your moft deere Daughter 

Lear* No refcue? What, a Prifoncr? I am cucn 
TbeNaturallFooleof Fortune. Vie rue well, 
You (hall bane ranfoms. Let me haue Surgeons 
I am cut to'th'Braines. 

Gent* You fliall baue any thing. 

Lear, No Seconds ? AH my felfe? 
Why, this would make a man*a man of Sale 
To vfe his eyes for Garden water-pots J wil diebrauely, 
Like a fmuggeBridegroome. What? I will belouiall ; 
Come,come # t am a King Rafters, know you that f 

gent* You are a Roy all one , and we obey ynu. 

tear. Then there's life in*c. Comc 3 and you get it, 
You (hall get it by running : Sa, fa,fa>fa # E x it. 

Gent. A fight moft pittifullin rhemcancft wretch 
paftfpeakingofinaKmg, 1 hou haft a Daughter * 
Who redeemes Nature from the gencrall curie 
Which twaine hauc brought her to. 

Edg. Haile gentle Sir. 

Gent. Sir,fpeed you : what's your will ? 

Edg. Do you hearc ought (Sir)ofa Battcll toward. 

Gent. Moft fure, and vulgar: 
Euery oneheares that* which can diftinguifh found, 

Edg, But by your fau our r 
How acere's the other Army ? 
* Gent, Neere»andonfpeedy foot : the mame dc (cry 
Stands on the hourcly thought, 

Edg* I thanke you Sir, that's all« 

Gent. Though that the Queen on fpeeial caufe is here 
Her Army:ismou 5 doa. Exit* 

£dg, I thauke you Sir. 

Glots. Yo\\ euer gentle Gods, take my breath from me, 
Let ivot rr>y- worfsr Spirit tempt me againc 
To dys before you plea fe. 

Edg. Well pray you Father. 

Glm. Now good tir,what arc you ? 

Sdg.k moftpoore man, made tame ro Fortunes blows 
Who, by the Art of knowne,and feeling forrowet, 
Am pregnant to good pitry. Giue mc your hand, 
lie leade you to fame hiding » 

Glon. Heartiethankes 1 


The bountie^ and the benteon of Hcauen 
To boot, and boot. 

Enter Stm&rd, 
Stem A proclaim^ pri2c : moft h B p p i e 
That eyclefte head of thiae, was fi, ft fij^ fi 
To raife my fortunes. Thou old, vnhapnv 7v! 
Breefely thy felfe remember ; the Sword it 
That muft deftroy thee. f 

GIoh. Now Jet thy friendly hand 
Put ftrength enough too't* 

Stew. Wherefore, bold Pezant 
Dar'ft thou fupport a publifli'd Trakor > Henr- 
Leafl that th'infe&ion of his fortune take 
Like hold on thee. Let go his arme. 

Edg. Chill not let go Ztr t 
Without vurther 'cafion* 

Stew. Let go Slauc, or thou dy*fl # 
Edg* Good Gentleman goe your gate and! 
volkepafle. and^hud ha'bin zwag^ d 0 ^tfe 
twould not ha bin zo long 3S 'tis, by a vortm eht M ^ 
come not necresh'old man : kcepcouc thevorC y ' 
try whither yoorCoflard, ortnyBalJow bcth-W^" 
chill be plaine withyou, 1 °cthch ar d er; 

Stenv. Out Dunghill. 

Edg. Ghifl pickeyour teeth Zir s comedo macterv^ 
your foynes, MVOt 

Stew. Slauc thou haft flaine me: Villain, take mvnmr, 
if euer thou wilt chriue,burymybodie Jf Mlie ; 
And giue [he Letters which thou fiod'ft about me 
To Edmund Ear le of G loufie r : feeke him out ' 
Vpon the Englifli party. Oh vntimely death, death 
Edg. I know thee well. A feruiceablc Villain * 
As duteous to the vices of thy Miflrb 
As badticffe would defire. 
gim* What, is he dead ? 
Edg t Sit you downe Father : reff you. 
Let's lee thefe Pockets ; the Letter* that hefpcakeiof 
May be my Friends : bee's tiead; lam onelyforry 
He had no other Deathfman. Let vs fee: 
Leaue gentle wax'e^ and manners : blarneys not 
To know our enemies niindes, we rip their hearts, 
Their Papers is more lawful!, 

Ttyds the tetter* 

IEt eur rectyrocall v#wet be remembrtd* Tm hm mnk 
Qfpormnttm to cut htm eff: ifymr will wm Mtjtmaai 
place witt be fruitfully ofcr'd, There is mthing dm. If bit 
return* the Conqueror \ then am I the Priftmer t md his M<mj 
Gdale^ppmibe te&tked warmth whereof deltmrm 7 undfuf- 
fly the fUce for your h^^r* 

KdttSerHAM, Gonciill. 
Ohindinguifii'd fp ace of Woman swill, 
A plot vpon her vercuous Husbands life, 
And the exchange my Brother: heere 3 inrhe&uds 
Thee He rake vp, the poftc vnfanftified 
Of murtheroLis Letchers : and in the mature tim* ? 
With this vngracious paper ftrike the light 
Of the dcath-praAis*d Duke : for hiro'ci* welV 
That of thy death, and bufineffe, I can tell. 

GIqh. The King is mad; 
How flifFc is my vilde fenfe 
That I ftand ?p t and haue ingenious feeling 
Of my huge Sotrowes ? Better I were diftraft, 
Sofhould my thoughts be feuer'd from my greefes, 

J}rum4 m **f* 
And wocs^by wropg imaginations loofc 




^fe^wkdge of theriifeluej 
gdg M Giue me your hand? 
F re 0 ff methmkes I hcare the beaten DrummCi 
Conic Fa iher,Ilc beftow you with a Friend. 
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Exennt* 


Enter Cordelia J£tntfind\GentUmAn* 

Cor* O thou good Kext y 
jjow.fhrdt T hue atid workc 
To match thy gaoduefle ? 

c itS ot toofliorc, 
Anc. eucrymeafurefasle me- 

Kent, To be acknowledged Madam is ore^ pai'd, 
^Umy reports go with lITc modefi truch^ 
jsjof rnorc,nr>t clipr.but fo* 

Cor. Be better iuued, 
|hcfc wecdes are memories of thofc worfcr houren * 
] pry thee put them off. 

Kent. Pardon deere Madam, 
Yet to be knowne fliorcms my made intent, 
Myboone I make i^t'nac you know mcnot, 
Till time, and I,thinke meet. 

Cor, Then be^ fo my good Lord : 
How do's the King ■* 

Cent. Madam fleepes fl ill - 

Cor. O you kind Gods \ 
Cure this great breach in bis abufed Nature, 
Th'vntun d and iarringfcnfes,Owinde vp, 
Ofchischildc.changed Father. 

Gent. So pleafe yourMaiefty, 
That we may wake the King s he hath fleptlong? 

Cor. Be gouern'd by your knowledgCjand proceede 
fch'fway of your ownc will : u ht array'd ? 

Enter Lear ma chaire carried by Servants 

Gent. I Madam: in the heauinefTe of flecpe, 
We put frefh garments 011 him. 
Be by good Madam when wc do awake him, 
I doubt of his Temperance. 

Cor. O my deere Father,reftauratian hang 
Thy medicine on my lippes s and|et this kiffc 
Rcpaire thofe violentharmes^hat my two Sifter* 
Hauc in thy Reuerence made. 

Kent, Kind and decre Princeffe. 

Cor. Hadyou not bin their Father 5 thcfe white flokes 
Didchalleng^ piety of them. Was this a face 
To be opposed againft.theiarring wihdes? 
Mine Enemies dogge^though he had bit me, 
Should hauc flood that night againfl myfirc* 
Andwas't thou faine (poore Father) 
To hcuell thee with Swineand Rogues fotJorne^ 
Infhort,and mufty ftraw? Alackej alacke, 
Tis wonder that thy hfiand wjt^, ai,pnce 
Had not concluded all , He wakes/peake to him, 

Gen. Madam do you , 'tis fitteft. 

Cor. How does'myTtoyall Lord ? 
How fares yemr Male fly ? 

Lear. You do me wrong to cake me out oWgrauc, 
Thou artaSoulc n bl i ife.bu 1 1 am bound 


Vpon a whecle of fire,that mine owne ceare* 
Do fcal'djike molten Lead* 
Cor, Sir,do you know me ? 
Lear. You are a fpiric I know ? wherc did you dye ? 
Cor. Stjll,ftiUjfarre wide. 
Gen* He'sfcarfe awake # 
Let him alone a while* 

Lear.. Where haue I bin? 
Where am I ? Fake day light ? 
I am mightily abus'd; I fhould eu ? n dye with pitty 
To fee another thus. 1 know not what to fay : 
I will not fwearethefe are my hands; let's fee, 
1 feele thispin pricke/would I were affur'd 
Of my condition. 

Cor. O looke vpon me Sir t 
And hoi J yaurhand in benediition o a re me, 
You mu[i not kneele# 

Lear. Pray do not mocke me: 
I am a very fdoliflh fond old man, 
Fourefcoicandvpward> 
Not an houre more,nor leffir; 
And to dcalcplainely, 
I fcarel am not in my perfeflmind. 
Me think es I Ihould know you^and know this 
Yet 1 am doubtfuil : For l am maincly ignorant 
What place this is:and all the skill I haue 
Remembers not thefe garments : nor I know not 
Where I did lodge laft night. Do not laugh at me, 
Fcr(as 1 am a man)I thinkerhis Lady 
To be my child e fcordelta* 
Cor. And fo 1 am 1 1 am. 
Lew* Be your tc ares wet ? 
Yes faith : I pray weepenor f 
If you haue poy fon for me,I will drinkeit: 
I know you do not lone me, for your Sifters 
\ Haue (as I doremember)done me wrong. 
You haue fome caufe^they haue not, 
Car. No caufe,no caufe. 
Lear. Am I in France? 
Kent, In your ownc kingdome Sir, 
Lear. Do not abufe me. 

Gent, Be comforted good Madaro,the great rage 
j You fee is kilTd in him:dcfire him to go in, 
! Trouble him no more till further fetling. 
( Cor* Wilt pleafe your H ighnefle walke ? 
t Lear, You ir>urt beare with nje : 
' Pray you now forget>and forgiue, 
I am old and foolifh* 
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Exeunt 
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J&us Qmntuu Seem T^rima. 


Enter, withBramme and Colours iEdmund^gmm 
Gentlemen % and Sonldiers. 

"Bajl, Know of the Duke if hislaft purpofc hold, 
Or whether fiiice he is aduis*d by ought 
To change the courfe,he s s full of alteration, 
And felfereprouingjbringhis conftant pleafure, 
Reg, Our Sjfters roan is certainely mifcarried. 
Baft. Tis to be doubted Madam* 
Reg. Now fweet Lord, 


f f 


You 




